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' J0usin
of _R_eed’s.

Her Name Is Jane Trot, and
She’s a Woman of
Mind.

She Defied the Whole City of
Portland, Maine, and Came
Out on Top.

While the Government Was Moving
Her House She Llved in It
Until It Fell Apart

CAME OF FIGHTINC STOCK.

Ehe Thinks Thomas, the Czar, Is as Honest
“‘as MHa Can Be'' and Would Make &
Fair President of the
United States,

Portland, Me,, Jan. 3.—While Thomas
Brackeit Reed Is bossing Congresa, bis
cousio, Mrs. Jane Trott, is making Port-
land step around. Mrs. Trott Is one of
Malne's notable characters, which makes
 two In the family. She Is full of pluck
and determination. She ellminates her

band from the scene In much the same

7 that her cousin wipes out the lower

mse of Copgress and mekes Thomas

rackett Reod the only thing worth look-
ig ‘at In the Nutlonnl House of Repre-
@ntatlves. Mrs, Trott 1s Pesk's Island as
Mr. Reed Is Congress.

Mra. Trott Is the mother of twelve chil-
dren and the wife of one man—who cheer
fully admits that he ls overshadowed by
‘his better and ®ronger half. Bhe has
worked bhard to bring her husband, her
{children apd the city of Portland up in the
way they should go.

rs. Trott waxed promloent when
Portland decided to take a part of her
Innd on Peak's Iglund for Its own pur-

gwm. That was years sgo—long before
er cousin became the “Uzar” of Con-
gress, Peak's Island is

. an  extremely
leasant bit of terrn ficme in  Portland
rbor. 3Mra, Trott, who Is & large woman
with large ideas of her own rights, was
fond of Peak's Island. She dld not Hke
“the lden of belng driven from It without
ant for the [nconvenience mnd for
he Injury to her own feellngs and those
‘of her family of thirteen—twelve ¢hildren
and one husband.

20 It was that when the clty proposed to
absorb her home. and, more, to remove her
house, wlllf nilly, to & lexs cholea sectlon
of Peak's Island, she rose In revolt, and
#abe rose high In revolr.

Bhe was wi!l!nf to sell her Httle place,
but pbjected to (ts removal, She had no
money, and wias advised to let the olty
do as It pleased, but sturdy Jane Trott
was pot made of yie!diu% material, apd
g0 sald: “Olty or mo eity, I'Il stand up for
oy righte"

The city thought the fight was to be a
brief affalr, but the grit and resolutlon ‘of
Mrs. Trott was ltile understood- As-a
matter of fact, she was In the pight, and
while the city uadoubtedly had the privi-
loge of taking her property for necessary
public purposes, It had not the privilege of
suying where or how her house should be
wo

“1 knew I was right,”” sald Mrs. Trott,
sosterday, to a Journal man, “and I made
up my mind to stlek, When I found that
there was to be a fight, and that I was all
slone againgt the efty of Portiand, 1 went
aver snd eaw Tom Reed, and T sald to

'~ ©ooculte, uf pour osn help me,
1 hope you wiil.' He gsald, says he, ‘Il
do the best I can for you, Jane' and I aup-
\poss he did, but he was so mixed up with
“polltics and such things that he dn't
mych time to give to my froubles, and so
‘he turned me over to his partner, Mr.
Belders, who didn't seem to think I had
much of A csse. Then T went to 3w
‘Bwasey, and he told we to stay In my

hotuse, and If they wanted to move the
house to let them move me at sgme
"M“ bet 1 ald."

was n6 doubt about that. The

Hongs was moved from its former site over
I_htn & swamp. It was almost destroyed In
‘the moving., bot during the thres days
and nights It was on the m‘!y. Mrs. Trott
and her family of young children remalned
in fit. mnd lterally bheld the fort.

The men in charge of the work of moving
the bulid tried hard to get the fearless
woman her children to leave the pli-
was &0 nearly
shaken apart. but undanoted Jone Trotf,
confident that she was thoroughly in the

t, held the fort, and held It with the
grip of a New England woman who has
ennyletions.

They cut the house In two, but that did
mtumh;‘ the ietah;l_l: d!!!'ere:l&t:e. A

“ a4 there's a of my home

T'Il not be deiven from !t." she sald.
er kitehen floor dropped ont, bot sthl
slie declined to leave heér home, and with
It she rested st last In the woods at the
polnt which the city of Portland had de-
elded upon.

But Mré. Trott and the cliy of Portland
were not by any means throngh with the
bulkiing war. The; ve her $400 at last
and her house, und she bought a plece of
Jund and began the work of filling it jn.

worked, and so did all her children,
nnd In n few weoks she had ¢leared a site
for the old bome again, and another for a

¢ cost the clty of Portland $500

coat olty An to more

Jane Trott's house to the sawamp In the

swoods, and !t cost plucky Juna Trotr fust

g'_t.n move [t to the site she finally selected
herself. Publle sentiment was all her

“;;.-n ready to chompion the side of the
elty.

“l was offered homes by the zen,”
she sald, when talking over her troibles,
“but 1 snld to myself, gays I, “Jane "rott,
Fou musin't be beholden to anybod:' I
kzew J. W. Trefethen would help me, and
I knew that there were lots who would
have been glad to belp me out, but I wmid
to mymelf, suys I, 'Jane Trott, you're as
good as anybody, If you do a3 well,” and I
went to work, Folks sald I .was cramw
when I aald 1 was golog to take my famil;
Into this little honse, but I wantad to be
Independent, and I made the best of things,
When I moved In, the snow would drift
through the cracks, but I fixed the cefling
with cloth, as you sce If now, and made
the walls tight and warm."

The next move of this stlering and thor-
oughly New England woman was to bnlld
a new house. The emall house in which
she llves, and which bedrs a slgn, “Luck
Boya' Cottage," I8 bock of a well-bullt, and,
In many respects, handsome cottage house
bullt by Mrs. Trott since she had her
tm'nblirl with the eity. “I rent Yt for £100
o year,"” she sald, “and that helps me out
greatly. I've more land, and I don't know
what I'l do next. Perbaps Il bulld an-
other honse and rent that. I ecounld sell
thit house now for $000, and that's doing
pretty well for me,”

Mes. Trott Is prond, and with good
reason, of her family. She has just re-
celved a posfal fromi her son Bverett, a
sturdy, bright fellow of sixteen, who is
now on a fishing trip, and who wrote that
e shouldn't be bome untll the last of
January.

“It lsn’'t every boy of sixtéen who wonld
g0 out In a dory fishlng,” she sald, “He'll

a eap'n yet.'

Another and younger son Is Fred Trott,
who Is as bright a8 a boy can well be,

‘““He's atiending the manoal training
school, and proposes to be a Jolner, He
made a mble Insk week," said his mother,
“and It wns 4 good, strong table, too, I've
no fear about Fred. He'll help me to bulld
another house."”

When asked If gshe had noticed the talk
about Reed for President, Mrs. Trott ro-
E‘Hed: “Yes, 1 wouldn't wonder much if

om got there. I hope he willl”

There was & touch of fatally pride In her
volce, but when she was agked If she re-
garded Mr. Heed ns the best member of
ter famlly, she shook her head and gave
the first place to &8 man whose honored
and usefal life ended some months ogo.

Mrs. Trott |s a strong woman, somewhat
resembling Mr, Reed In some respects, and
with all his dash and push. No woman In
this sectlon of the Btate Is more respected
for her many qualities of hesd and heart

Womap ip Trousers; A Map in Skirts.

They Changed Bicycle Costumes for a Day to

e

She Found New Comfort in
Tight Breeches and
Small Jacket.

The Simple Costume of the Male
Infinitely Preferable to Skirts
or Bloomers,

Her New Clothes Added to Her Ease,
Her Speed, Her Enjoy-
ment of Life.

SHE SAVED ANOTHER WOMAN'S LIFE.

Had She Been in Conventional Clothes

the Feat Would Have Been
Impossible.!

The men have the best of it. I found
that cut on New Year's Day, when I put
&n my brother's clothes and rode his bi-
eyela from Fifty-ninth straet up the Bonle-
wvard, up the pew French Speedwany to the
Eingsbridge road and back agaln., 1 have
been a bicyele rider-for two years. For
the firyt year I wore long skirts. The sec-
ood yeur—that 15, 7last Spring—I timidly
tried bloomers. ¥ did not lose the strange
penee of somethlog lacking about the bot-
tom—the tendency to pull down the skirts
which were not there—for many days; but

« Attired as a female scorcher, 1

learned what the ladies have to

overcome.™
(Shetehed from lte by a Journul staff artist.}

than I8 sturdy, Independent Jane Trott, who
hina brought np a family of children lkely
to be & eredit to the communlty: who did
not give back even when shé had o fight
the eity of Portland, sod who, by honest,
hard work, hss conquered fate, and Is like-
Iy to live to possess an independent prop-
erty, for there 18 no doubt that she lg re-
solved to extend her building operations
still further, and to “add house to honge.”™
She Is a very Dright and intelligent
women, and is well posted on current
topics. She has the New Englind lden thut
work is honorable, and If Reed Is elected
President hila stundy cousin at Peak's Isi-
and will feel that swhe I8 just as pood ns
any one, and wont hold the successful)
stutesman & bit above the successful mns-
ter mnriner, or business ml‘l.s. or, for that
matter her own honest, hard-working lus-
band., He'll be “Tom" to her, and nothlug
else. “1 gaess he's honest,” ghe sald, wit

a smlile that reminded the Journal repre-
sentative of Resd. *“That ls, as honest as
he ein be where he 18" she added, and the
slow, dollherate, but comleal way In which
the observation was drawled out was

way at last, and there were very few who

Heed's own to lfe.

I stuck to the bloomers, because the em-
barrusament which I felt In them did not
balance the added delight which mc}» gave
to bleycle riding. They made it 25 per
cent easler.

But bloomers are nothing to the regula-
tlon tight Enlckerbockers and slmple
clothes which men wear. Of course, 1
shall not be able to follow up Wedneaday's
experience by permanently adopting snug-
fitting breeches, slmple gkirta and reason-
able jackets. No woman ls, as yet, eman-
clpated enough for that; the pollce are
not empnclpated enough to let us wenr

men's clothes, even I we wanted to.
But, oh, how It would add to our joys
If it couid be brought abowutl

I am round of llmb, ond know that I
dhylu{eﬂ my roundness to advan
and, insist, modest advanfage—In my
brother's tight, dark-brown woolen 114
stockio {s knlckerbockers were a af:se
fitting joy. Easy, flut-beeled ghoes (oot hls,
but purchased for the occaslon) were a
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Jane Trot, Reed’s Cousin, and the Historic Hobse in Which She Defied All Portland, Me

- (Photographed expressly for the Journall
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JSate, and raised the thoroughly frigite

Comfortable.

revelation of comfort's possibilities. My
brother's cont, u bit too broad shouldered,
but smail of sleeves, gave me such free-
dom Of detlon sas I had never known on
a4 bicycle before, and decressed the re-
gletance of the wind untll T pedalled with
A ek of effort which amazed me, I wore
Immaenlnte and very stiff llnen—the only
vneomtoriable thing I found In my Lroth-
er's wardrobe—and u deliclous soft felt
illnt without fenthers or nongetise of any

nd.

I sped like the wind, running between car-
riages and heavy-laden carts, and giving
riages and heavy-laden earts, and - giving m
myeelf not an Ineh to spare in sgueeslng
throngh! In womnn's elothes I hod never in
the world been able to fly in and out and
around as I did {n my brother's delightful
costume, There was never a moment of
hesitation, or doubt of cholee for path.
Beldom  was my waming bell heard. T
never enfoyed a ride so thoreughly In my
life. Thers was nbeolutely nothing to
hamper me, I looked upon pedestrians
with scorn, Tdfe was at last a delight
I felt free. 1 was n bird.

Up the avenue a block In advance I
spied a mualden on n wheel, faltering, sway-
ing, with ber skirt capght in her pedal.
Like a flash I flew up babind her, not a
moment too soom, for ®  slow-moving
driaught horse, with Its heavily laden wag-
om, had just come alongside pand she wos
fulling under the wheels, wheh I flung my
leg over my wheel, leavin to i:;

. tlE
glel from her egerllous position.  There
wore lalf-moaned thanks escaping her lips,
anil then she fpinted dead away.

It wau the work of a 4 moment to carry
her to an adjoining drug store, This I wis
not-strong énough to do alone, but I had
been able to save her from what would
probﬂibl{ have been n more distressing acol.
dent. nover coitld have done it had 1
been In skirts, or even bloomers. More
over her danger had been wholly brought
about by her woman's costume. Dresse
awkward skirts she had gone too near &
truck which 1 inlght have grazed with
impunity in my brother's free rlothlnlg.
The youbg woman's name I8 Ada Slncl'a i
She ve Neor address ms No. 178 Weat
Ninetleth street, She s very grateful to
the Journal for Put:m; a woman o a dress
&0 rational that she was euabled to save
her from ipjury.

Afier this exciting epigode came another.
Az I have sald, the pollce are not emancl-
pated enough to permit &8 woman dressed
@5 1 was o appear on the streets—If they
know 1t. There is a law sguinst that sort
of thing. My volee In the drug store and
gome pecnllarity in my walk as I went out
of it—although I tried -to sachleve the
sl.rig:r f a man as ecarnestly as I could—
rev a¢¥ my sex, however. The little
crowdl was divided between nmazement and
amusement, One womnn—a fat old woman
wwhom I did not llke—held up her hands and

aq‘ugsﬁe H woman!"™

f e's A Wo b
T was afrald the mean thipg would eall
g0 1 tjgmped on my wheel—a
man's wheel wi o high frame, which
forced me to mount astride from behind—
and hurrled away, but po minion of the
law gave chase.
I made about seventesn mlles an hour.
I was & good rider in skirts, but my best
time In woman's clothes was ten milles an
hour. In bloomers I have mada fourteen
miles. But In knlekerbockers 1 made a
five and threg-gquarters streteh In twenty
mln_‘ntea, That was not bad, was it, for n

irl?
gIf I might T Jhrmld mever ride agaln In
anything tbnt ght - knlckerbockers and a
man's cont,

Agalp, Inter, when I wns on Lexington
avenue, I thonght T was eaught. My lamp
tind been left behind, and I was hav 100
good n time to go home unless the pollee
made me. Bo I wheeled back after the
lamp. In walking up the steps to the.ep-
trance nt my home I must huve belied my
disgnise. I saw a policeman regard me so
attentively from aeross the way that T
decided 1 was the part of wisdom to stay
{nside for a while. I sent & mald after my
wheel and soon had the satlsfaction of
seaing Mr, Policeman move up the street.
T started ont and across town again. On
my whesl nobody knew whether I was a
boy or girl, ,

The first feellng T hnd In donning 8 man’s
gult was much the same that I had known
when I first put on bloomers—an awful

1 of my person, more especially
legs. But once I cnught a glimpse of my-
self Io the mirror I was enormously en-
gmoured with the viglon. T made a mnch
better looking boy than I fancled I looked
as a woman. I waes a remarkably hand-
gomg yvouth of elghteen, In my own estima-
tion, and onee I wase on my wheel I had all
the assurance I the world. There was a
delipious sense of absolpts freedom and
lightoess, 1 could not antlelpate dunger—
the one quallty that wheelwomen
from recond-mnking—for with no skirts or
the fulness of bloomers fo ecateh in the
wheel, what danger eould come? T could
alwnys get on my feet Iln a&n instant. 1
could get into spnces I hnd pever tried to
entsr with skirts or bloomers on.

Women are not golng to keep to n ens-
tume that renders their beloved pastime
dangerous. I look forward fo the time
when we'll all wear knlekerbockers,

Tom Reed's Chucikle,
[Phlladelphia Press.]

One very interesting incident nesociated with
the ceremony of inducting Mr, Reed iunto the
Bpenkeeship was not reportad from Washington,
bt with the veturn of the Copgressmen to New
Yotk for the brief recess it has been, told heve.

When ex-Bpenker Crisp was oscortiog Mr
Reed to the Spesker's chidle the ex-Speaker and
the Bpenker-glect entered the Hounse by 2 door-
way thut was nobt the oms which womie of
the members thought would ba chosen for that
entrapes.  In the 5‘“'“.‘."1 londlog t& thia

Amos J. Cummings stood, mot being
aware that Mr, Reed and Mr, Crisp wonld come
by that wiyr. Guddeply a hemvy hand was
laid upon gr. Cummlugs's shoulder, tie
heard a famillar voice, spenking in mock werl-
ouaness, say, to Big., “Amos, stand out of the
wiay.”" Mr, Commings compacted himeelf into
ag sinall & compisa A8 poswib

Reed might pass, £ 3t Wos e Nbo Bed wyoln.
t s, for 1t was: who bad spokan.
A: the .mmr' was sgueening by, Cummings

sald to him: ““Tom, are you going to the place
of execution or to the throne?" A swifi smile
ruud over AMr., Ieed's countenancs, n quick
pok of merrinient whioch wus hotiesd by many
whi were mear him who did not understand the
cause of {f, and the only wnswor he gave to Mr,
Cummings wis n chockle. That be remembered
the ‘gquestion of Oummings wus made svident
the mext day when he met the exsun
and made s witty comment upon i, although
he did not amswer Cummings's goestlon.

Criticising Poultney Bigelow,
[Berlin Letter in Chicago Record.]
Poultney Bigelow, who merely on the strength
of having otics bnen~—tognther with some 500
other boys—the schoolmute of the German Em.
peror at Caoosel, dotes on belng referrod to as
“‘the most intimats friend of the German Em-
peror,'' 8 just now the reciplent of much sar-
cesm aod badionge on the part of the German
pread.  And all bueange! of an srticle of bis In
tiwe November issus of the itan, in
which he discosses the putber locss connectlon
of the Emperoe with German e_er:!.tu_tinnnl 1
prty. Tor {t seema Mr. Blgelow revelled (o
afid German af-

moxt signide ; .
do well to fiest acquire the ol Germun
constitntional and political kistory before he
ventures on so #h o theme,

Pastenr's Grave.
No cypressshndowed chorch yard, nor the

0ot
of hfunteﬂ clolgters, doth Immortialize
The dust of blin, whose patlence proved

To .31’," t‘;ua: Deatih to slay. The busy
Ginnéf';};mwuh gilk, the teeming berd, the
of ugfgiﬁrs vineyards, and the grateful
Of souls reprieved at Death’s most dread
‘Bhall ‘mske eterna! gladuess round his

tomb,
Not ‘mid the deail shonid he be laid asleep
Who wageth still with Death triumphaut

nt il
Who mﬁd tha good {hat cenmturles shall
A took ifa terror from the healer's knife;
Diafondot of the Hvin m:zun Keep

J

skirts can retsln her seat on a bieycle Is &
groater mystery to me than ever, now

a female scorcher, I took a spln through
Central Park on New Year's Day. In my
patpral garb the stlT breexe which blew

Find Whith Was Most

He Condemns the Garb of
Women as Uncomfort-
able and Absurd.

Wind Caught His Petticoats and
Sleeves and Blew Him
QOver,

Nineteenth Century Female Garb [s
a Heavy Handicap, He
Finds.

THIN SHOES TORTURED HIS FEET.
His: Humped *Bicycle Back' Almost Be-

trayed Him to a Suspicious
Policeman.

How a woman ino balloon slecvea and

that I have tried the costume, Atflred as

that day wonld not have bothered me in

thoa with the arched Instep. A pair of
thin-solod Oxford ties figured in my cos-
tumne, and when 1 returned from the ride
the soles of bolls shnes were worn through
from coutact with the poluts on the pedals.
In rlding the pedalling {s done with the toes
or Ball of the foot, but owing to the arched
shape of the shoe the foot slips forward
until the instpps rest oht the pedal, causing
the pumper great paln. y

These facts and n few others I learned
while expecting arvest every mioute, 3Mas-
quernding in female nitive 18 not sane-
tloned Ly Ilaw, but there are so many
fronks ot wheels thesp duys that I afteact-
ed little artention except when I swore,
and that waos qulte often, as the Indy's
wheel I rode was inclined to he fractions,
Helng o bloomer Indy 14 not so fascluaring
{4# gome people supposs, ;nu‘lh:llmrly when
frivolous people: who ought to kuow better
wersist 1o calling you Trilby., However,
j'iillll glad that T mannged to keep out of
ull,

My costume consisted of a elesn shave,
fortified by & Neavy black wvell, 1 Fedora
hat,. box cont with large balloon sleeves,
white sweater, brown skirt and bloomers,
leggings, gloves, and a palr of tan shoes,
The skirt reached to my feel, but did not
conceal them., We started—a young ludy
and myself—from Thirty-Afth street and
Lexington avenue, where I dressel for the
part.. My wheel was left In the areaway,
and In removing it o the street I made
the first bad break. It was very unludy-
like, I know, to plek ‘the machine up In
one hand and lift it over the fence fto
the sldewalk, hnt then I forgoet myself,
Thizs feat saroused the suspicions of ihe
people across the way, and they regarded
me with grave doubts when I teled tof
veult Into the seddle from behind.

Women mount thelr wheels sldeways,
which trick I mastered after tearing my
skirt twice on the sadiie. My appear:
ance attracted no partleular attention, as
we wheeled out Madisan avenue to the
Park. The blg sleeves bothered me not a
tittle, and on several ceccnslons my ekirt
got jfammed In the pedals. After passing
throtgh the FPark we struck ont Seventh
avenue to Lenox avenue. While speeding
along the firat nnmed avenue I ran Anto
a mnd puddle and capsized. Wihile trying
to remount several little boys_ ecame up
and offerad to hold my wheel. Hut I was,
angry and swore at them, whereéupom they
became frightened aud rap away, Out

the least. Bat I was twlce blown from

Lonox avenue we went to. One Hundrod

“] put on my brother’s clothes.

His. knickerbockers were a close-

fitting joy.”

(Skatched from life by o Journal staff artist.)

my wheel, lunding the first time In a nlee,
thick deposlt of soft mud.
The faot that I am green in the man-
agement of fluttering ekirts and Inflated
slesves may have bad something to do with
the mishaps, but this much T learned. A
three-hour ride In that costume completely
exhausted me, wherens in the bicycle rig
worn by the men I have ridden all doy
without the slightest fatigue, Were I a
woman and devoted to wheellng I would
drass s nearly like the men as the law
allows., The reslstunce offered to the wind
by those wide-spreading skirts and sleeves
was the most asfonishing part of the ex-
periment. I had mo Idea of what the
ladles have to overcome, and I am more
than amazed to find that they still stick
to the skirts, In runnihg before the wind
no Inconvenlenge is felt, but stemming a
strong breese Is n physieal Impossibility.
And In pedalllng with the wind abeam I
was twlce capsized, to the detriment of my
bloomers,

Another popular, bieycle handleap to
which the Iladies cling with a tenuclty
worthy of & better cause 1s the high-bheeled

and Forty-fifth street. The wind whe
blowling very strong Ners, and In attempt-
Ing to turn the corner I was blown clear
out of the gaddie. The wind got under
my skirt and Into the sleeves and tossed
me over at will. My compnanlon, who
also wore skirts, was compelled to dlse
mount and lead her machine, I tackled
my wheel again, bot it required all my
strangth  to make any headway, We
crossed the Harlem River, and rode qulte
a distance on Jerome avenus, where weo
gtopped at a wayslde rpln‘ma for lunch.
There were n number of bipomer women
in the place, but they did not séem spe-
cially anttracted to me. I removed my
vell and aoted as much like a ledy a# pos-
sible 111 I forgot myself and yelled at
the walter.

IWhile returning to the clty on Lenox ave
nus we passed a mounted polleeman, who
remarked that It waz a very windy day. I
Qidn't say anything, but kept on, expecting
every moment to hear the elatter of his
horse’s hoofs In pursult, but he evidentiy
fulled to notice my back. There must have
been something wrong with thint part of
my costume, tor people kept t\.l’]:n%.l all
along the line for a second look. Later I
learned that it wos hecanse I counldn’t
break myself of the "ble{o!o hump.” The
mjﬁriw of the women bike In an upright
positlon.

The experiment ended without forther
mizhap, and 1 am more pronounced than
aver favor of bloomers nod swmall

‘Bleeves.

dled at Pire
Ju stone thit

Smallest
Village.

Its Houses Contain Only Eight
Inhabitants, Counting Men,
Women and Children,

Fire Place, L. I, with Twe
Houses, Holds the Record
for Diminutiveness,

But More Interesting Still s lts His
tory, Dating from a Roman-

tic Antiquity. J

WHERE A SIGNAL FIRE WAS LIT.

Its Name Derived from an Ancient Prae-'
tice of an Ancient Family, Whose De-
scendants Are Still Lords of
the Neighboring Manar.

Fire Place, at the extreme eastern end of
Long Islund, is o village of two houses and
eight lahabitants. It |s the smallest wil-
lage In the world and the one with the
aoddest history.

Opposite the vlllage and across three and |
a half miles of water Is Gardiner's Island,
the first place to be settled by an English- |
mian within the Hmits of New York State,
The Island was the first manorial estate in
this country, and wns purchased by Lion |
Gardiner in 1630, “An lsinnd of mine own, !
bought of the Indlaus," a8 he wrote. |
Untll the Revolutloniry War the line of -

| Gardiners continued to be lowds of the

manor. For several génerations the head
of the familly was always called Lord Gap-
diner, and at lénst one of them has t.l.le|
title engrived on his tombstone, '
Lineal depcendants of Lion Gardiner have |
continued to own the lsland snd to wnain-
talp a4 bome there even to the present tlme. 1

The present Gardiner has a flne home on

Madison avenue, In thls city, as well. !
How sgon after geiting the island the |
Gardiners begau to realize Llie convenience
of getting to New York (whero the Dutch
were settled) bly means of crossing to Long
Island and golhg overlund Is not known,
but 1t wae long aﬁo Returning, they would
bulld a fire on the beach, as o slzial, and
the boat would be brought back across the
channel for them. 1
The place where the hoats landed and

the fires bullt, which soon began fo be |
called the Flre Place, was where the chan-

oel 18 parrowest. |

Wihen, & century afier the fivst Gardinep |
came, a house was bullt at the Long Isl- |
and landlog, 1t wus descrlbed as belng at |
Fire Place. A second house was put up,
and 1t, too, wes known ag belng at Fire
Place., The name had clung to the two
houses, both of which are still there, ever |
ginoce, and it I thus shown on the maps. |

Nor are the origin of the name and the ]
Infinitesimul sige of the villuge the only |
curlous points In regard to the village, It '
was 4 man named Miller who bullt the |
first house at Pire Place, and a man named |
Pargons who bullt the sfcond. It I8 Sam- |
nel D. Miller, & Hneal descendant of tha
first Miller, who pow lyes in the Miller
home, and It Is Wiillam H, Parsons, &
Ineal descendant of the frst Parsons, who
lives In the Pargons home,

More than thils, the ancient custom of
fire bullding assigned to Gardiner's Island
i still kept up. Ashes and charred wood
from a vecent fire muy nearly always be
found on the beach,

Ralph Waldo Ilmerson spenks with aws
of finding a% anclent cugtom founded by
Wiliam of Wykehnm still observed some-
where in England. It 1s still more curlous, |
however, to find In Amerien, the land of
change, not only the old custom and nams l

of Fire Place retalned, but to find descend.
ants ior ﬂie tl?me orviginal famliles still oe- |
cupying the homes. |
Iwgn at lenst 160 yeurs ago that the
Millets bulit thelr home there.
In & family veyard near the house—a
little graveyard in the midat of a meadow,
where your feet are tripped by mngl W
low-growing dewberry  vines, hidden
among the seaved gru 8 O stone to the
memory of Lisutenant Timothy Miller, who
Place In 1770. ~Beside il:nl;
pathetieally adds another I |
to the chaln of elrcumstances that holds
Flre Place und the Isiand together, for It
{s to the memaory of a man “Who was cest |
away on Gardiner's Island and perished in |
W storm." |

i ﬁa Parsons home was built In 1805, It
ts o little baek from the beach, and Is an
old-fashioned frame bolldhg, with moss
pleturesquely ereeping up its shiles, and
with great fire-places In jis yarlous rooms
and a grandfather's clock solemnly ticking
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The still more interesting and older Ml
ler homestead stands on a slight rise of
jand, near the beneh, and eclose In front of
it are n couple of allantus trees, beyond
which iz 8 grove of fine oaks. The side of !
the house 18 toward the water.

Tt ls shingle-sided, &8 ave most of the
houses of the reglon, as a protection from |
the ocean winds, and Is a large and tom- |
fortable frame strueture fwo stories and a |
gable o helght, and with shutters of green
Doards on the windows. It commands a
fine view of the broad and land-locked
Gurdiner's Day, nnd 1ts rooms contsln In-
teresting retics, inclnding packnges of deeds
and papers yellowed by sge, and tleq up
with faded ribbon.

There ave cavernous flre-places, There are
aneclent hand-hewed beams of oak. Thers is
old-time furniture. There is, in odd don-
trast to all this, 4 telephone conmecting the
old hoense with the busy world.

A streteh of beuch, thick with pebbles,
carves sweepingly by, and here and thore

t boulders rise. Behind the beach the
and 1ifts gently In the lowest of bluffa
Facing thls, geross the water, 1s the long,
brown llne of Gardiner's Island,

To the westward white hreakers toss and |
the white house on the Islund looks like @
blt of petrified surf,

The ulﬁnd containg over 3,000 aeres, niuch
of 1t hilly and wouded. A stock farm s
malntained there und wild deer are pre- |
sorved. |

B tyes, Ster Gasotte.
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(From 2 photograph.)
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Fireplace, L. L, the Smallest Town on Earth.
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